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WINDS   AND   TIDES 


IDEALS 

THERE  is  but  one  bird  sings  like  that ! 
From  Paradise  it  flew, 
Out  to  the  world,  with  wavering  plumage  gay, 
When  on  creation's  glad  awakening  day 
The  morning  wore  the  dew. 

It  is  not  nightingale  or  lark. 

Oh,  a  diviner  bird! 
In  moon-touched  forests,  sweet  with  night  and 

dew, 
In  dawn-stirred  meadows,  when  the  Spring  goes 
through, 
Its  voice  was  never  heard. 

Its  nest?    In  boughs  of  fadeless  bloom, 

Nowhere  that  we  can  see. 
The  winds  have  never  found  it,  and  the  rain 
Of  wasting  Autumns  beat  the  leaves  in  vain 

On  that  immortal  tree. 
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4  IDEALS 

Its  age — -its  country?     No  man  knows. 

Born  for  the  world's  delight. 
No  bird   that  goes   through   splendors   of   the 

dawn, 
Or  homeward  comes,  down  quiet  twilight  drawn, 

Has  wings  for  such  far  flight. 

Can  no  one  find  it?     All  the  world 

Is  seeking  it — afar. 
Each  in  his  turn  has  cried,  "Lo,  it  is  mine!" 
Oh,  bitter-sweet!    Still  is  the  joy  divine 

Farther  than  flower  from  star. 


REVEALED 

AH !  but  you  thought  Love  only  had  to  deal 
With  my  frail  body, — and  you  dreaded 
tears. 
You  would  have  lived  a  traitor  through  the 

years, 
Rather  than  hurt  me; — bound  upon  the  wheel 
That  men  call  sacrifice,  nor  would  appeal 
Unto  my  counsel.    Had  you  then  no  fears 
That  Love  might  bring  me  Vision,  as  of  seers, 
And  so  your  poor,  weak  tenderness  reveal? 
He  who  takes  grudging  dole  from  pity's  hand, 
Is  like  to  one  who  shares  ignoble  theft, 
And  hungering  'mid  the  plenty  in  Love's  land, 
Goes  like  a  beggar  of  his  crust  bereft. 
Be  mine  the  tears,  the  pain,  apart  from  you, 
Since  you  are  all  too  tender — to  be  true. 


THE  DESERTED  HOUSE 

YEAR  after  year  unto  the  silent  door 
The  changing  seasons  bring  their  blight 
and  bloom, 
But  courtesy  is  cold  and  Yesterday 
Guards  every  silent  room. 

Yet  when  returning  home,  birds  build  and  sing 
Within  the  garden's  cloistered  gloom,  it  seems 
To  stir  in  topmost  boughs  of  memory, 
Sweet  old  forgotten  dreams. 


LOVES 

NOW  tell  me,  dear,  of  all  the  loves 
Have  lived  within  your  breast, 
Of  all  the  loves  of  your  whole  life, 
Which  have  you  loved  best? 

The  first,  that  came  when  the  young  heart 

Was  strong  with  youth's  desire, 
The  passion  that  was  pain  in  part, 

Quick  change  of  frost  and  fire ; 
Or  the  swift  fancy  somewhere  caught 

In  crowded  city's  street; 
In  land  of  palm  or  pine,  inwrought 

With  dreams  both  great  and  sweet; 
A  face  that  followed,  went  before 

In  misty  light, 
Haunting  the  heart  forevermore 

By  day  and  night? 


LOVES 

Or  do  you  hold  as  best  the  love 

Which  Fate  for  healing  brings, 
The  quiet  folding  of  the  dove 

After  the  restless  wings, 
The  love  far  sought,  that  yet  was  near, 

A  home  of  peace  and  rest? 
Of  all  your  loves,  now  tell  me,  dear, 

Which  have  you  loved  the  best?" 

He  looked  into  the  wasting  west, 
Across  a  purple  field  of  sea ; 

"Of  all  my  loves,  I've  loved  the  best 
The  one  that — loved  not  me — 

Ah  me!" 


THE  PINES'  THOUGHT 

WITHIN  the  shadow  of  ourselves  we  stand 
And  see  a  thousand  brilliancies  unfold, 
Where  Autumn  woods,  in  gorgeous  ruin, 
hold 
One  late,  last  revel.    Upon  every  hand 
Riot  of  color, — death  in  pomp  and  state, 
Decay  magnificent,  inconstant  blaze, 
We  have  no  part  or  splendor  in  these  days ; 
They  shall  be  changed, — we  are  inviolate; 
Their  voices  shall  be  hushed  on  every  hill, 
Their  lights  be  quenched,  their  color  fade  and 
die, 
And  when  they  stand  like  spectres  gaunt  and 
still, 
With  naked  boughs  against  the  far,  cold  sky, 
Lo!  we  shall  hide  the  flying  moon  from  sight, 
And  lead  the  wind  on  many  a  roaring  night. 


THE  WOUNDED 

I  KNOW  it  is  the  self  same  hand, 
That  smote  you,  turning  back  to  heal ; 
Nay,  do  not  shrink,  palm  folded  close  in  palm 
I  come  this  time — to  kneel. 
Drawn  by  the  memory  of  once  tender  eyes, 
As  home-sick  travellers,  under  alien  skies, 
Yearn  for  the  home  fires'  welcome  in  the  night. 
I  bring  you  gifts.    Be  patient  with  my  mood, 
Believe  I  have  come  to  serve  you,  bring  you 

good, 
Kindle   the   darkness,   where   I    quenched    the 

light. 
Who,  more  than  I,  should  bring 
The  wine  and  oil  of  comfort  for  the  sting? 
Who,  more  than  I,  should  know 
A  balm  for  healing,  since  I  gave  the  blow? 
Is  it  not  all  of  one  great  law  the  part, 
To  wound,  to  heal — a  woman's  gracious  art? 
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THE  WOUNDED  n 

True,  wine  and  oil  serve  only  for  the  flesh, 

And  I — struck  deeper.     Even  so, 

Here  then  are  tears,  outnumbering  all  your  own, 

Shed  in  the  weary  night  watch,  when  alone, 

Inwrought  with  prayer  and  moan. 

Will  this  not  solace  your  hurt  soul — and  so 

Full  shriven,  I  may  go? 

Oh !  impotence  of  flesh 

To  deal  with  spirit.    Oh!  despair  of  speech, 

Or  touch,  or  prayer  to  reach 

The  wounds  that  inward  bleed ; 

Your  loneliness  of  sorrow  will  defend 

You  from  all  message  that  my  heart  can  send, 

Missing  the  great,  you  will  not  take  the  less 

And  on  your  exiled  heights,  pursue  each  day 

Serene,  alone,  uncomforted,  your  way. 

Not  always  to  the  fleet,  the  race, 

Nor  to  the  mighty  shall  the  battle  go. 

I  took  swift  justice  with  that  one  sure  blow — 

Swift  justice.    Aye,  but  gave 

Myself  as  hostage — ever  since  the  slave, 

And  you  the  master ;  I  the  wounded — 

You  the  ever  strong. 


12  THE  WOUNDED 

When  dawn  is  laggard,  and  the  night  is  long, 
I  sometimes  wonder  if  it  may  not  be 
That,  even  after  Death's  tranquillity, 
Amid  the  rapture  of  Life's  new  surprise, 
I  shall  behold  your  sad,  accusing  eyes 
In  midmost  Paradise. 


FOLLOWING  THE  SUNSET 

I  DO  not  care  about  the  Moon, 
Or  how  the  wind  is  set  a-blowing, 
Or  whether  that  faint  trembling  star 
Has  had  to  come  from  very  far — 
/  wonder  where  the  Sun  is  going. 

They  say  that  just  beyond  that  hill 

A  country  called  the  World  is  lying, 
It  can't  be  very  far  away 
Because  the  Sun  goes  every  day, 

And  with  him,  all  the  swallows  flying. 

Oh!  that  I'm  very  sure  is  where 

The  things  we  want  to  see  are  hiding, — 
A  queen  within  a  golden  bower, — 
A  ghost  within  a  haunted  tower, — 
A  hundred  knights  to  battle  riding. 

Perhaps  it  is  the  very  place 

We  see  sometimes  when  we  are  sleeping, 
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14  FOLLOWING  THE  SUNSET 

So  full  of  bloom  and  song  and  wings 
And  shapes  of  lovely  shadowy  things, 

Through  fields  of  yellow  moonlight  creeping. 

And  that  is  where  the  Fairies  stay, 

When  it  is  winter  here,  and  snowing — 
Oh!  we  can  find  them,  if  we  try, 
Somewhere  behind  that  pretty  sky, 
So  like  a  field  of  roses  blowing. 

It  looks  as  if  it  would  be  far, 

You  guess  a  hundred  miles  or  over? 
But  only  think  what  we  will  find, 
And  then  you  know  we'd  never  mind 
A  field  the  more  or  less  of  clover. 

We'll  take  the  path  across  the  hills 

Where  fireflies  begin  to  glimmer, 
And  as  we  are  not  sure,  you  know, 
I  think  perhaps  we'd  better  go 

Before  the  light  gets  any  dimmer. 


INVOCATION 

O!  WHEN  you  come  with  joyous  tread 
The  wind-flower's  fragile  cup  to  set, 
With  snowdrop,  crocus,  violet; 
I  pray  you  leave  ungarlanded 
This  little  place  of  quiet  sleep, 
Where  I  Love's  tender  vigils  keep, 
Lest  they  should  turn  their  lovely  eyes 
In  challenge — where  one  mutely  lies 
To  whom  it  was  the  priceless  dower, 
In  other  years,  when  Spring's  caress 
Awoke  the  world  to  loveliness, 
To  be  the  season's  matchless  flower. 

O !  when  on  sylvan  pipes  you  blow, 
A  melody  both  wild  and  sweet, 
To  hail  the  Spring's  advancing  feet, 

I  pray  you  breathe  more  soft  and  low, 
About  this  little  place  of  sleep 
Where  I  such  tender  vigils  keep, 
15 


1 6  INVOCATION 

Lest  sound  of  bird  and  wind  and  bee 
Should  hush  a  music  that  I  hear, 
An  elfin  music,  fine  and  clear, 

From  under- worlds  of  memory. 


ATTACK 

GOD !  is  it  exultation  or  despair 
When,  on  the  fateful  stillness  of  the  air, 
Reels  the  mad  revel  of  war-drunken  hosts, 
And  to  the  blight  and  carnage  of  an  hour 
Sweeps  the  white  splendour  of  a  nation's  flower, 
The  clashing  riders  and  the  clanging  lists, 
The  reeking  faces,   through   death's   steaming 

mists, 
The  long  wild  cry  of  trumpets — and  again — 
The  wilder  cry  of  men ! 
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LINCOLN 

A  SOUL  akin  to  all  the  solitudes, 
His  thoughts  forever  sought  the  far  off 
height. 
He  loved  the  lonely  spaces  of  the  night, 
The  birds  and  beasts  of  quiet  habitude. 
Within  the  magic  circle  of  his  mood, 
All  nature  drew  her  forces  to  delight 
And  in  her  hidden  chambers  set  alight 
Her  sacred  fires — where  no  feet  could  intrude 
Save  the  immortals!    So,  as  in  a  shrine 

Within  himself,  apart  from  worldly  joys 
He  wrought ;  amid  dim  presences  divine 

Achieved  his  work  and  kept  eternal  poise, 
Guiding  war's  avalanche  with  hand  like  Fate's, 
Through  those  mad  hours — till  Freedom  loosed 
her  gates. 
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A  QUESTION 

QUEEN  Rose  in  a  garden,  so  fair,  new  born, 
Thy  reign  is  brief, 
The  sun  will  set  and  leave  but  a  thorn 
And  a  ruin  of  leaf. 

Queen  Love  in  a  heart,  so  sweet,  so  sweet, 

With  a  joy  that  is  pain, 
Now  which  of  the  two  so  fleet,  so  fleet, 

Has  the  longest  reign? 
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THE  LAST  HOUR 

THE  long  day  dies  with  sunset  down  the  west ; 
Comes  the  young  moon  through  violet 
fields  of  air; 
A  fragrance  finer  than  the  south  winds  bear 
Breathes  from  the  sea — the  time  is  come  for 
rest. 
I  wait.     Birds  nestward  fly  through  deepen- 
ing blue. 
O  heart  take  comfort,  peace  will  find  thee  too. 
For  lo !  between  the  lights,  when  shadows  wane, 
Heart    calls    to    heart    across    the    widening 

breach 
Of  bitter  thought,   chill  touch,   and  jarring 
speech, 
And  Love  cries  out  to  take  his  own  again. 

Give  me  the  kiss  of  peace. 
Hold  not  your  anger  after  the  spent  sun. 

Lo,  I  have  wrought  with  sorrow  all  the  day, 
With  tear-wet  cypress  and  with  bitter  bay 
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THE  LAST  HOUR  21 

Bound  all  my  doors.    No  thread  of  song  has  run 

Beside  my  thought  to  lighten  it  for  me. 
Rise  up,  and  with  forgiveness  set  me  free. 
For  who  may  boast  a  gift  of  lengthened  breath? 

And,  lest  you  watch  to-morrow's  sun  arise 
Across    my    face,    new-touched    with    sudden 
death 
And  the  mute  pathos  of  unanswering  eyes, 
Turn  not  aside  my  hand  outstretched,  nor  smite 
The  yearning  heart.     Let  Love's  repentance 
found 
Have  Love's  reward.    All  life  is  mixed  with  Fate, 
And,  O !  beloved,  Death's  angel  will  not  wait 
For  summoned  feet  to  haste  on  anxious  round 
With  quick   "Forgive,   forgive,  we  pass  to- 
night!" 
All  day  Regret  has  walked  and  talked  with  me — 
And  lest  to-morrow  it  should  go  with  thee — 
,  Give  me  the  kiss  of  peace. 


A   CHILD'S   MOOD 
(At  the  End  of  Day) 

I  WANT  that  rose  the  wind  took  yesterday, 
I  want  it  more  than  this, 
It  had  no  thorn,  it  was  the  best  that  grew. 
I  want  my  last-night's  kiss. 

I  want  that  butterfly  with  spotted  wings 

That  brushed  across  my  hand 
Last  night,  between  the  sunset  and  the  dew, 

It  came  from  Fairyland. 

It  would  have  stayed,  I  guess,  it  wavered  so, 

Where  all  those  pansies  bloom, 
They  gave  it  wings  to  get  away  from  me, 

I  lost  it  in  the  gloom. 

And  yesterday  the  bees,  on  all  the  heads 
Of  clover,  swung  so  low 

22 


A  CHILD'S  MOOD  23 

I  saw  them  take  their  honey ;  but  to-day 
They  only  sting  and  go. 

That  star  that  always  came  before  the  moon 
Dropped  out  of  heaven  last  night, 

I  hunted  where  I  saw  it  fall — and  found 
A  worm  with  yellow  light. 

I  want  the  sun  to  go,  and  let  the  dark 

Hide  everything  away. 
That  was  the  sweetest  rose  in  all  the  world 

The  wind  took  yesterday. 


INVITATION 

COME  forth  to  find  the  Spring! 
But  not  by  roads  the  joyous  shepherd  takes 
With  reedy  pipe,  whose  magic  fluting  makes 
Mute  thickets  rouse,  and  note  by  note  awakes 

The  voiceless  dawn  to  sing. 
Not  by  his  path  along  the  upland  glades, 
Where  merry  plowboys  and  the  village  maids 
Catch  his  blithe  notes  and  waft  them  up  the 

steep, 
Where,  thro*  the  shifting  mists  of  morning,  creep 
His  dimly  climbing  sheep. 
Nor  will  you  find  I  fear, 
The  Darling  of  the  year, 
By  following  any  road 
Love's  feet  will  take,  with  happy  heedless  tread 
And  fearless  wind-blown  brows  unfilleted, 
Finding  the  heavens  nearer  than  the  earth, 
The  season's  fleetful  symbols,  little  worth; 
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INVITATION  25 

Love  goes  with  ever  lifted,  rapturous  eyes 
Seeking  new  ways  for  its  awakened  thought 

By  outlets  of  the  skies. 
But,  if  your  wish  shall  stir, 
To  be  the  season's  earliest  worshipper, 
Come  forth  to  find  the  Spring — 
Not  by  the  roads  where  Life  goes  triumphing — 
But  where  the  winter,  passing,  first  forgets 
The  place  of  graves !    Letting  the  violets 
(Where  olden  grasses  tarnished  tangles  keep) 
Without  rebuke,  have  their  sweet  will  to  creep. 
Here  the  gay  primrose,  firstling  of  the  year, 
From  her  shy  covert,  hastens  forth  to  meet 
The  nodding  wallflower,  coming  on  swift  feet, 
While  close  behind  the  crocus  waits  to  hear 
The  first  thrush  send  his  note  into  the  sky, 
Greeting  the  morning  from  a  budding  tree. 
Over  the  low  mounds  swallows  dart  and  fly, 
While  robins  chirp  of  nests  that  are  to  be. 
Here  is  the  Spring !    Envisioned  eyes  shall  see 

Her  miracle  of  immortality: 
Hearing  in  murmurs  of  Her  voiceful  breath, 
Life  hailing  Life — across  the  fields  of  Death ! 


GROWING 

LAST  year  you  caught  the  rose  that  swung 
Across  the  porchway  sweet  and  red, 
Slow  waving  in  the  summer  wind, 

A  thought  above  your  head. 
Useless  to  lift  your  longing  eyes, 
The  bees  and  all  the  butterflies 
This  year  are  nearer.     See,  its  leaves 
Nod  gaily,  where  the  swallow  weaves 
Her  nest  beneath  the  eaves. 

And  all  those  pretty,  shining  eggs 

That  lay  beneath  the  mother  breast — 

Changed  all  so  quickly,  ere  you  knew 

The  birds  were  in  the  nest, 

Such  little  helpless  things  that  you 

Feared  could  not  stand  the  wind  or  dew 

And  now,  between  the  dawn  and  night 

They  take,  before  your  wondering  sight, 

All  heaven  in  their  flight ! 
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GROWING  27 

Heigh-ho!  the  lambs  have  learned  to  bleat, 

The  lily  overtops  the  wall, 
The  clover-heads  are  all  in  bloom, 

The  wheat  is  getting  tall ; 
The  trees  are  growing  up  so  high 
They  very  soon  will  brush  the  sky. 
But  here's  a  little  heart  beats  low, 
Because  the  sun  and  rain  are  slow 

To  help  a  child  to  grow. 

My  little  maiden,  while  you  sleep 

And  dream  beneath  the  stars  and  moon, 

Dear  Mother  Nature  keeps  her  books, 
Your  turn  will  come — full  soon, 

And  that  which  took  the  rose  so  fair 

Away,  to  bloom  in  higher  air, 

And  that  which  made  the  wings  break  through 

The  pretty  shining  eggs  of  blue — 
Will  surely  help  you  too. 


MESSAGES 

O!  FRIEND  how  goes  the  day?" 
"Low  ashen  clouds  moving  in  vague 
unrest; 
A  moaning  wind  that  takes  the  year's  last  rose, 
A  troubled  bird  all  wearily  that  goes, 
And  flutters  by  a  ruined,  ravelled  nest. 
In  tiring  circles,  dead  leaves  whispering  whirled, 
A  wool-shod  mist  creeping  to  hide  the  world. 
A  hopeless  longing,  beating  in  the  breast. 
So  goes  the  day." 

"  O !  friend  how  goes  the  night?  " 
1 '  From  the  sad  eaves  the  dripping  of  the  rain ; 
A  ghostly  hand  about  the  latchet  door, 
A  lonely  shadow  nickering  on  the  floor, 
A  slow  step  beating  by  upon  the  plain, 
A  single  bleat,  far  from  some  sheltered  fold, 
The  clicking  of  an  embered  hearth  and  cold, 
A  rainy  robin  tapping  at  the  pane. 
So  goes  the  night/' 
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STRENGTH 

THAT  I  am  strong,  my  friends,  Oh!  pity  me, 
Nor  count  me  blessed  that  I  can  bear  alone 
More  than  my  share  of  burden  without  moan. 
Rather  than  praise,  I  need  your  sympathy, 
I  am  in  bondage,  while  your  life  is  free. 
Who  bids  the  wounded  hands  to  toil  or  bring? 
What  hunter  presses  hard  a  wounded  wing? 
In  your  soft  helplessness  is — liberty. 
And  yours  the  peace  of  tears,  the  sweet  relief 
That  nature  brings — the  stricken  soul's  outcry. 
I  may  not  show  the  measure  of  my  grief; 
The  strong  all  rights  to  weeping  must  deny. 
But  believe  it  true,  a  deeper  pathos  lies 
Behind  the  sterile  anguish  of  dry  eyes. 
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ENCORE 

UT  of  the  South,  sweet  lands, 
Borne  over  seas  in  bands, 
By  strong  sea  winds  that  blow — ■ 
Home  coming,  ere  the  June, 
To  set  the  North  in  tune 
From  silence  of  the  snow 
Swallow  and  lark  and  thrush,  the  birds  of  a  thou- 
sand springs, 
With  flutter  of  song  and  heart,  and  stir  of  a 
thousand  wings. 

Over  the  silent  earth 

A  sweet  new  song  of  birth 

Passes  from  deep  to  deep, 
Waking  the  echoes  clear 
In  mountain  caverns  drear, 
Where  winter  stays  to  sleep. 
Swallow  and  lark  and  thrush,  how  many  songs 
do  you  know, 
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Learned  in  the  land  of  the  sun,  where  the  red 
south  roses  blow? 

Through  all  the  East  and  West 
Glad  birds  now  build  their  nest, 

For  Love's  sweet  by  and  by, 
Where,  while  one  soars  and  sings, 
One,  folding  happy  wings, 
Shall,  brooding,  cease  to  fly. 
Swallow  and  lark  and  thrush  in  the  sun  or  the 

soft  spring  rain, 
Each  in  its  way  builds  best,  nor  any  shall  build 
in  vain. 

Fair  grow  the  days  and  long, 
Sweet  is  the  air  and  strong 

With  winds  from  hill  and  sea. 
Under  the  wide  arched  sky 
From  dawn  till  dusk  they  fly, 
While  earth  holds  jubilee. 
Swallow  and  lark  and  thrush,  what  do  you  know 

as  you  sing 
Of  Time's  dead  years?     To   you,   this  is  the 
world's  first  spring. 


SPOKEN  AFTER   SORROW 

I  KNOW  of  something  sweeter  than  the  chime 
Of  Fairy  bells  that  run 
Down  mellow  winds;  oh,  fairer  than  the  time 
You  sing  about,  in  happy,  broken  rhyme, 

Of  butterflies  and  sun. 
But  oh,  as  many  fabled  leagues  away 
As  the  To-morrow,  when  the  East  breaks  gray, 
Is  this,  which  lies,  somewhere  most  still  and  far, 
Between  the  sunset  and  the  dawn's  last  star, — 

And  known  as  Yesterday. 

I  know  of  something  better,  dearer  too, 

Than  this  first  rose  you  hold, 
All  sweet  with  June,  and  dainty  with  the  dew, 
The  summer's  golden  promise  breathing  through 

Its  white  leaves'  tender  fold; 
Oh,  fairer,  when  the  late  winds  gathering  slow 
Behind  the  night,  shall,  moaning  sad  and  low 
Across  the  world,  make  all  its  music  dumb, 
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Oh,  dearer  than  the  earliest  rose  to  come, 
Will  be  the  last  to  go. 

I  know  of  something  sadder  than  this  nest 

Of  broken  eggs  you  bring, 
With  such  sweet  trouble  stirring  at  your  breast 
For  love  undone — the  mother  bird's  unrest, 

That  yesterday  could  sing. 
My  little  child,  too  grieved  to  want  my  kiss, 
Do  I  forget  the  sweetness  they  will  miss 
Who  built  the  home?     My  heart  with  yours 

makes  moan; 
But  oh,  that  nest  from  which  the  birds  have 
flown 

Is  sadder  far  than  this. 


A   CANTICLE 

WHEN  I  can  look  at  Summer's  light  go  down, 
Across  gray  meadows  that  have  lost 

their  bloom, 
And  watch  the  leaves  drop  slow  and  dry  and 

brown, 
Throughout  the  chillness  of  the  Autumn  gloom, 
When  I  can  see  all  Nature  turn  to  dust, 
And  have  no  fear — knowing  another  Spring 
Will  the  old  sweetness  bring, — 
Then  I  have  learned  to  trust. 

When  I  can  haste,  with  willing,  humble  feet, 
To  bid  a  beggar  enter  from  the  rain, 
When  I  can  stoop,  with  human  pity  sweet, 
To  take  a  hand  that  has  a  human  stain ; 
When  I  for  every  sinner  have  a  plea, 
Seeing  the  angel  possible  in  each  face, 
And  find  in  all  some  grace, — 
Then  I  have  charity. 
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When  I  can  trust  for  needs,  both  small  and  great, 
And  have  no  anxious  thought  for  day  or  year, 
When  I  can  love  all  men,  and  cast  out  hate, 
As  utterly  as  I  have  cast  out  fear; 
When  I  am  through  with  all  that  life  can  give 
Of  anything — the  sweet  and  bitter  done, 
When  all  the  thread  is  spun, — 
Then  I  have  learned  to  live. 

First  published  1887 


DREAM   TIME 

OVER  us,  under  us,  everywhere 
Sweets  of  summer — from  drifted  bloom, 
To  lifted  skies  with  plenty  of  room 
For  clouds  to  sail  through  idle  air, 
And  float  the  day  out  into  the  gloom. 

Chatter  and  song  and  coo  of  dove, 
Through  all  the  hours  of  listless  day 
That  dawned  for  dreaming,  and  who  can  say 

If  giving  or  taking  is  best  of  love — 
Through  feeling  a  rapture  either  way? 

Roomy  blossoms  and  swinging  bells, 

That  move  to  the  weight  of  swaying  bees, 
Drowsy  singing  in  many  keys 

From  peopled  grasses — the  louder  swells 
Caught  up  and  echoed  from  out  the  trees. 
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Blissful  languor  and  perfect  rest, 
Waste  of  summer  in  pleasant  ways, 
Idle  passing  of  empty  days, 

That  dream  their  way  out  into  the  West 
In  soft  half -colors  and  tender  grays. 


THE  VIGIL 

ALL  night  I  burned  a  taper  by  the  dead, 
Watching  and  waiting.     When  its  pallid 
smoke 
Trailed  on  the  wind  of  morning — then  I  spoke, 
Breaking  the  silence  of  the  years  and  said : 

"Tell  me  the  secret  that  so  long  has  fed 

Your  life  with  joy  and  left  on  mine  the  stroke 
Of  blighting  days — long  famine  and  the  yoke 

Of  loving  on,  when  answering  love  had  fled. 

While  you  who  cared  not,  strove  not,  did  attain 
Unto  love's  fullness ;  giving  meagre  dole 

From  all  your  sordid  life  of  greed  and  gain — 
Yet  fed  the  flame  that  shook  a  woman's  soul  ? ' ' 

Then  seemed  it  that  the  dead  man  answered  me : 

"Since  Life  was  mute,  shall  Death  its  trumpet 
be?" 
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RETURN 

THE  world  is  half  forgetful  of  the  snow, 
And  all  unheeding  of  the  Winter's  way 
With  wind  and  sleet  across  the  hills  of  gray. 
Lo !  he  has  gone,  and  April  does  not  know, 
Coming  her  path   with   glimmering   feet  and 
free, 
To  what  dark  under-land  of  dreams  and  night 
His  steps  have  passed,  heedless  of  that  new 
light 
Which  floods  the  earth  from  happy  sea  to  sea. 
Singing  she  comes ;  and  Hope  is  one  with  her — 
Hope  of  new  joy  in  tender  leaves  that  stir 
All  tender  thoughts.    And  Love  is  swift  to  bring 
To  these  fair  days  fair  promise  of  her  spring. 

Pan  is  not  dead.  Within  the  fir  wood's  shade, 
By  heron-haunted  lakes,  when  days  are  fair, 
Blithe  rustic  notes,  far  filling  all  the  air, 

On  magic  woodland  pipes  again  are  played. 
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And  mingling  music  of  a  thousand  lives 

Within  her  lengthening  train,  fair  April  brings 
Up  the  south  wind  the  birds  on  swiftening 
wings, 
As   thick   as   summer   bees   from   murmurous 

hives — 
The  clear  triumphant  song  of  mounting  lark, 
Soft  twittering  of  the  swallow  in  the  dark 
Before  the  dawn  creeps  over  sea  and  plain 
And   the   low   note   of   thrush   through   quiet 
rain. 


THE   SINGER 

THERE  came  a  singer  from  the  hills ; 
A  soul  of  woods  and  streams ; 
Into  the  city's  toil  and  fray, 
He  came  to  walk  life's  common  way, 
And  brought  his  world  of  dreams. 

In  drif tings  of  that  human  sea, 

He  sought  no  life  apart, 
Evil  and  good  with  equal  grace 
He  shared.     The  sorrows  of  his  race 

Left  him  a  cheerful  heart. 

He  went  with  men  to  marts  of  trade, 

As  eager  eyed  as  they, 
But  when  they  pressed  him  to  a  place 
As  runner,  in  the  sordid  race, 

He  smiled  and  turned  away. 

And  ever  at  his  friendly  board 
The  stranger  lingered  long ; 
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To  make  the  simple  viands  set 
A  feast  that  men  could  not  forget, 
He  poured  the  wine  of  song. 

His  chivalry  to  womanhood, 

All  womanhood  could  feel ; 
Fine  loyalty  of  word  and  thought, 
Yet  he  unto  his  hearthstone  brought, 

Only  a  white  Ideal. 

So  lived  the  singer  from  the  hills, 
The  one  of  woods  and  streams, 
While  men  pushed  staggering,  to  the  goal 
Of  wealth,  or  power,  or  place,  his  soul 
Kept  young  among  its  dreams. 


ULTIMUS 

WHAT  strength  against   that  hour  can  I 
devise, 
When  love  who  now  doth  greatly  cherish  me, 
With  tender  looks  and  vows  of  constancy, 
Shall,  through  his  dreams  perchance  grown  over- 
wise, 
Viewing  me  with  spent  passion's  first  surprise, 
Find  me  no  longer  fair  and  without  plea, 
Or  even  knowledge  of  his  falsity, 
Pass  on  his  way  with  unregretting  eyes? 
Then,  though  my  soul  faint  with  the  shame 
thereof, 
'Twere  greater  woe  if  some  unguarded  day, 
After  long  wedded  years,  I  found  my  Love 
Apart,  as  if  his  leaning  spirit  drew 

Deep  from  remembrance — and  should  hear  him 
say 
'  'Not  one  of  all  Life's  dear,  dead  dreams  came 
true." 
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CRADLE  SONG 

(CHRISTMAS  EVE) 

THE  world  is  overlaid  with  snow, 
The  frost  is  in  the  air, 
The  heavens  with  stars  are  all  aglow, 
The  bells  are  ringing  to  and  fro, 

Love,  Love  is  everywhere. 
Then  sleep !  for  since  a  thousand  years 
Childhood  has  put  away  its  fears. 
Sleep  for  on  such  another  night 
A  baby  brought  the  world  its  light — 
Sleep. 

Our  Lady  Nature's  rest  is  sound, 

A-dreaming  lies  her  head, 
And  while  the  earth  goes  round  and  round 
The  north  winds  singing  keeps  her  bound 

Upon  her  snowy  bed. 
Then  sleep!    All  sound  is  shut  afar. 
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Thy  dreams  shall  light  thee  like  a  star. 
None  can  thy  baby  rights  disown. 
Sleep !  for  the  world  is  all  thy  own — 
Sleep. 

The  heavens  draw  nearer,  joys  increase 

Beyond  our  mortal  ken. 
The  world  is  saved,  your  fears  may  cease. 
More  than  a  thousand  years  of  peace 

Lies  at  the  heart  of  men. 
Then  sleep !  the  while  I  look  on  thee, 
My  heart  bows  lower  than  my  knee. 
About  thee,  while  thy  mother  sings, 
The  Christmas  air  grows  full  of  wings — 
Sleep. 


AT  PARTING 

IF  I  should  say  to  you:  "Remember  me, 
Think  of  me  often!"  it  were  best  unsaid; 
As  being  a  command  laid  on  your  head, 
A  word  to  bind  you  upon  land  or  sea. 
If  I  should  say :   "  Forget  me  utterly , 
And  here  at  parting  let  us  break  the  thread ; 
Put  me  away  in  silence  with  your  dead!" 
That  were  unjust  to  both — and  Memory. 
So,  as  your  heart  is  moved  to  dream  or  rest- 
Think  of  me — or  forget  me,  that  is  best. 
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